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Author's Notes: 
Today was Duffs birthday and tomorrow is Axls and | have a lot of feelings so have a thing. 


His hands fisted in the sheets, the white cotton folds an almost stark contrast to his sun-kissed skin. | 
watched in amazement as his body arched, his face relaxed and slack. With his mouth gaping, eyes closed, and 
half his face buried in the pillow, he looked just like he did twenty, thirty years ago. His hair was shorter now, 
but just as glaringly blond. 


He gasped as | shifted, driving myself deeper into him. 


"Duff." | breathed, whispering his name like a prayer as | once again moved inside him and caused him to 


whimper. "Duff, | love you." 


His hazel eyes softened as they sought my gaze, a smile curling his lips. | loosed a contented sigh at how 
pleased and peaceful he looked How young he looked. It was like fucking brought us beyond time and space and 


made us transcend our age. No longer were we aged and aging, we were twenty again with all the time in the 


world and all that time devoted to the deed. Not even the music was as empowering as what came of us being 
together. He tamed something within me, and | something within him. 


"Duff." | breathed, watching as his muscles rippled just below his skin, his tattoos shifting with the way the 
light moved with him. "I love you." 


A whine escaped him and he pushed back against me. My hands went to his hips, my movements not stilling. | 
resisted the urge to move my hand an inch to bring him off to glorious release just like that. | wanted this to 


last. 


My lips roamed over his back and the sound of his ragged breaths brought me to a higher state of 


consciousness. Sex had always been meaningless to me until | had met him. 

"Duff" | whispered one more time, my will to resist fading away to nothing as he continued to roll his hips 
back into me. His head tilted slightly, effectively hiding his face in the pillow as glorious high-pitched noises 
began to escape him against his will. He had always hated the noises he made, but | loved them. They hadn't 
changed at all over the years either. Sex with him transcended time and brought us back to when we had 
begun. "I love you." | whispered, leaning over him and nipping at his earlobe. 

My hand stroked over his hard flesh and he keened, his head lifting from the pillow. 

"Axl." He cried breathlessly. 


| stroked him again, my movements deliberate as | swiped my thumb over the head of his weeping cock. 


"Axl." He cried once more, his breaths rapid and his movements stuttering. He moaned softly as his cum 


seeped between my fingers and over my palm. 

| pulled out of him and lay on my side as | waited for him to come down from his high. He flopped to his side 
and looked at me with half lidded eyes and blown out pupils. "Is it your turn?" He asked, his long rough fingers 
coming to curl in my thinning hair as his warm gaze explored my face. 

| shook my head, a cheeky smile taking over my face. "Not til tomorrow." | told him. 

He laughed, the sound causing butterflies to erupt in my stomach even after so long. 


"Call it an early present." He purred, reaching down and stroking me slowly. Instantly, | was putty in his hands. 


"Whatever you say, birthday boy." | whispered, hips arching off the bed as a gasp escaped me and his hands 


worked their magic on me. 


"Happy birthday." He whispered, voice eliciting shivers across my skin. 


"Ha-happy birthday." | stammered, drowning in the ecstasy. 


